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one question still In doubt, but with an answer to the other. No
less a personage than the dean himself had said I could qualify
for Harvard after a few months* preliminary study. Nothing re-
mained but to find a good job, save my money and prepare for an
examination in September.
The first invitation to a job appeared in an advertisement calling
for workers in a shoe factory down at Taunton; an apprentice was
wanted in the finishing department at good wages, with rapid
advancement. As the success of my ambitious plans was dependent
on finding steady work, I was at the factory door at seven o'clock
next morning.
The boss, an ingratiating old fellow with a long white beard,
showed me a sanding machine and explained its operation, then
demonstrated its use in smoothing the heels and soles of men's
cheap shoes. Turning on the power, he grasped a shoe firmly and
brushed the flat surface of the heel and then the sole against a
swiftly revolving cylinder covered with sandpaper. That was all
there was to it. The pay, he informed me, was on a unit system at
a rate of ten cents for sanding one dozen pairs of shoes. Skilled
operators earned as much as twenty dollars a week or even more.
He handed me a shoe, asked me to try it. Complimenting me on
getting the idea so readily, he was sure I would become a first-rate
workman in no time at all.
As an afterthought he supposed I understood the terms of em-
ployment; apprentices were not paid for the first week of training,
but for the second week they were given three dollars. If they made
good they were then put on the regular piece-work rate. In ex-
planation he said the company had to protect itself against loss
while teaching young men valuable trades. Many beginners were
careless, others were dumb, still others wanted only a few days5
work. Men of this type damaged a lot ofshoes, costing the company
a great deal of money; therefore they were taking on no apprentices
who were unwilling to give their time, as the company gave its
materials. That seemed fair enough in the light of a prospective
twenty-dollar-a-week job.
By quitting time I had sanded nine dozen pairs ofshoes, earning
a theoretical ninety cents. Not bad, I thought Not at all bad, said
the boss; not one man in ten had done so .well the first day. That
night I found a boarding house at five dollars a week, in advance.
Next morning I was back at the factory.
Had I been on a so-called unit system the first week I wowid